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Kathy

My mission was clear: deliver a precise shot to Jason Knight, precisely in the chest, as my uncle had instructed me to do. Weeks of surveillance had led me to this moment, where I endured fast food meals and sleepless nights to track Knight. Jason was a master at evading detection, leading me on a maddening chase through the city.

After weeks of monitoring, it became evident that Knight's connections to the district attorney and other powerful figures shielded him from legal consequences. Uncle Maxmilliano had insisted that he was responsible for my parents’ murder six years ago, but I couldn’t shake off my doubts. There were no records of my parents, Elena and William Gate, or the accident that was said to have taken their lives. It was as if they had never existed.

I dove deep into Knight's background, uncovering inconsistencies in my uncle's story. Despite concrete evidence, I was torn between trusting my uncle or suspecting he was misled about my parents' deaths. Why would my uncle fabricate Knight's involvement in this? Is there a deeper layer to this story?

I am Katherine Sullivan, your average 5'6" in height with a lean, athletic build. I have striking green eyes that have always seemed out of place and long blond hair that falls in loose waves past my shoulders, though I often gather it into a bun, just like tonight. This is not how I envisioned my life. I was once a girl with dreams and parents who were going to make them a reality. Then Jason Knight happened. He chased my dreams away and plunged me into the reality of being a killer. The man who was supposed to have my best interests at heart, my uncle, now controls my fate. I can't even assure myself of my tomorrow because my uncle Maximiliano owns that as well. A pang of pain and sadness fills my heart as I remember my reality. Tonight was the night for revenge and to execute my mission. Standing on a rooftop across from the nightclub, well hidden from passersby, I aimed my gun, ready to take a shot at Jason. It was 10:30; that was fast. I had no idea if I should be delighted or concerned that Jason was done with his business at the club so early. He emerged, exuding confidence and arrogance. Strangely, I found myself admiring his attitude as he stood in control. He was in a deep conversation with his second-in-command. 

Dario, on the other hand, had an air of discipline around him. I found their relationship quite strange to decipher. It was always the clear case of the boss to his employees when it came to Jason and Dario. From the information gathered after following these two with their team for a while and also observing them alone, I could strongly affirm that they were the best of friends, like two sides of a coin. Great, now Dario is leaving. Wait, why is he taking the men with him? Is that what they were arguing about? I whispered a sweet thank you to my lucky stars. I had the perfect opportunity to strike. Yet, my resolve wavered. Could I take another human life, no matter how justified it seemed? The memories of their deaths flooded back, fueling my determination. As I clasped the gun tightly, I could hear the echo of every heartbeat, a solemn drumroll in the symphony of justice about to unfold. Taking a deep breath, I pulled the trigger, setting into motion the events that would finally reveal the truth behind his involvement in their murders.

His heated gaze met mine—a piercing ocean that seemed to pull me in. His gaze held an unsettling intensity as he stared at me, sending a shiver down my spine. At that moment, a storm of emotions raged within me—anger, grief, and determination yet amidst it all, a spark of connection lingered. With a trembling breath, I tightened my grip and squeezed the trigger. The sound of the gunshot echoed through the stillness of the night. Knight staggered backward as he looked shocked and etched on his face. As he fell, uncertainty gnawed at me. Had I made the right choice? Would this act of vengeance bring me closure? Only time will tell. For now, I stood there, unsure why I was still hanging around when Jason Knight was dead. The task of these very actions weighed heavily on my conscience for a strange reason. I guess this was my very first heinous crime, and I prayed it would be my last as I finally moved out of my hidden spot on the rooftop across the nightclub. I knew that no matter what, I had to live with the consequences of my decision. But in that moment, as I watched Knight fall to the ground, a sense of justice and peace settled within. It was a bittersweet moment that I recognized as crucial for my healing.  

"My skin prickled with an unsettling warmth, as though it were engulfed in flames. Despite my sense of well-being, I couldn't rationalize the sudden change, even after the successful mission to capture Jason Knight last night. It should have been fitting to celebrate with my childhood friend, Elena, before reporting back to my uncle, Maximiliano. Yet an inexplicable sense of dread lingered."Elena, could you adjust the air conditioning? It feels rather warm in here," I requested, seeking relief from the discomfort. "Of course, Kathy. But are you feeling any chills?" Elena inquired, her voice laced with concern.

As Elena tended to the air conditioning, she asked hopefully, "Do you anticipate Maximiliano will have fewer obligations now that you've taken care of business?" Hesitant to involve Elena in the revelation about Jason Knight—the alleged murderer of my parents, according to Maximiliano, who conveniently had an alibi that night—I replied evasively, "I'm uncertain, Ely. My uncle has his plans." With the air conditioning now providing some comfort, I sighed gratefully, though my thoughts remained consumed by Maximiliano and the secrets he concealed. Elena, with a triumphant smile, sought my approval, to which I nodded. "Yes, it's adequate now," I confirmed, though concerns about Maximiliano's undisclosed intentions lingered.

"Kathy, you understand the gravity of Maximiliano and our relationship, don't you?" Ely turned to me, her eyes gleaming with mischief. "He loves me," she declared earnestly, placing her hand over her heart as she sighed deeply, fully immersed in the act of romantic affection. Struggling to reconcile my disapproval of their relationship with my uncle, I took a sip of my coffee. My underestimation of the situation, assuming my best friend was merely playing a role, became apparent.Who could blame her, though, after what my uncle did to her brother? Any reasonable person would do the same to protect their family. My uncle, the town's leader, and Alpha wielded formidable and ruthless power that filled me with apprehension. His dark nature, a closely guarded secret, was something I couldn't disclose, especially to Ely.

"Um, regarding that, Ely..." I began searching for the right words to convey my concerns without betraying Maximiliano's trust."You could at least acknowledge that it's a relationship, Kathy, even if you don't approve," Elena interjected, her voice tinged with frustration and hurt. Setting my mug down, I felt the weight of my silence and the burden of safeguarding Maximiliano's secrets.I forced a weak smile, merely to show Ely my support, despite harboring doubts. Her inadvertent revelation of my deepest secret unwittingly made me vulnerable. Thanks to her infatuation with my uncle, he now possessed leverage against me. I prayed it would never come to that, as Ely remained a dear friend and a susceptible asset for him to exploit.

Sighing in resignation, I recalled Uncle Maximiliano as the sole surviving relative following my parents' deaths. When my father was alive, he never mentioned Maximiliano throughout my fourteen years with them. Not once did he formally introduce him, even when he passed by our house; he always kept his distance. I remember the week after my parents' funeral vividly. He drove by the house and instructed the maid to pack my belongings, offering no words of comfort. He uprooted me from my familiar surroundings to a place where I felt unwanted by everyone, denying me the opportunity to mourn my parents' loss properly. He brought me to live with him in town, where he held dominion over Yorkshire. However, nothing was ever discussed regarding my parents' burial.

As a prisoner in his own house, he ensured his men kept a vigilant eye on me at all times. I was not allowed to make friends or socialize with other kids in town; he despised it when boys got too close to me and girls avoided me after his introductions.

I pretended to listen to Ely's discussion, but my mind was consumed by fear and painful memories. I wanted nothing more than to escape. Why couldn't Ely see that? I was exhausted from being a mere pawn, rigorously trained in various disciplines, including that of an assassin.  

Tired of his unattainable expectations, I reflected on one particular task that led to my friendship with Ely. He tasked me with shooting a man who had failed him, leaving him unharmed but with a lasting impression. I followed the instructions meticulously, barely grazing the man's arm. Ely witnessed the incident, frozen in shock as she peered through the closed door. I imagine that, at fourteen, she was shocked to see what I had done to the man who was her brother. Though we became friends immediately, I often wondered if Ely recalled that day, as she never mentioned it. Knowing I had to proceed carefully to keep Elena and myself safe, I answered, "Ely, if that is truly your opinion, then... I agree."

"Truly? Do you approve? Finally! I can provide Maximiliano with an answer to his proposal," Elena exclaimed, embracing me joyfully. Yet, as she discussed Maximiliano's proposal, I was overcome with fear. Did he know about our friendship all along? What other information was he concealing?"
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Kathy

My house was a lovely haven of civilization, nestled in the middle of a forest where lush vegetation and bright modernity coexisted harmoniously. As I drove home, the canopy overhead shaded the sunlight, giving the lush foliage a warm, golden hue. The leaves shimmered with life, swaying gently in the breeze like emerald dancers. Though I was close to home and didn’t see the use in waiting any longer, I yearned to pause and enjoy the moment. Spots of sunlight broke through the heavy undergrowth, illuminating my car in patches of brightness. As I drove, I thought about how nice it would be to be free—free from loneliness and retaliation. I had always wished for people to see me as a person rather than as property owned by my uncle.

I had contemplated sharing my desire to leave with my uncle. It had always been my dream to find a place where my heart truly belonged. Despite Yorkshire's mesmerizing allure, it never felt like home to me. I never felt welcomed as part of the town's community, and I attributed this to my uncle. I couldn't shake the feeling of insignificance; that's how they treated me. I often wondered why no one questioned my uncle's decision to train me instead of sending me to school like my peers. Now that my mission to find my parents' killer was accomplished, nothing was keeping me here any longer.

I had been contemplating asking Ely if she felt like leaving with me. That's why I stopped at her place and stayed the night after my dealings with Jason Knight. I had been trying to muster the courage to broach the subject of us leaving together. I thought Ely was putting up a front all this while, and I wouldn't have blamed her if she was, because my uncle practically owned Yorkshire; his word was law. What sane person would fall in love with the same man who almost killed her brother? But then she declared her desire to stay with her lover. I recall the night my uncle informed me of a special guest we were having for dinner. It was the first time he had bothered to invite me to his table for a meal. He looked smitten, and I was shocked. But there was more to the surprise; he instructed me to wear a dress, something he had never insisted upon before. Ely was the surprise guest at the table that night. She looked cheerful, acting composed about it, whereas I fumbled through the entire night, scared to look up from my plate, afraid of giving our friendship away.
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